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N 
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A 
On the Lamented DRAT A of 


Her late Sacred Majeſty, 
Queen ANNE. 


Conſtantia, Clemena, and Pacia, (repreſenting 
Three Ladies of the Court) to each other 
Surprix d, and Mourning their Royal Miſtreſs's 
Sudden Demiſe. 


Clem, ia) req; & HAT mean theſe horrid 


IVEY X44 > | Viſions of the Night ? 


2 — 7 is 
25 Au 28 Why ſtart I from my Slumber 
7555 yes 0 in Affright? 


— NN OF. 


Alas my Fears ! Whar i 15 the 
Wenne Mind of Fate? 


Some mighty Evil, fure, does us await. 
B 3 Pacia; 


or 


 Pacia. Defend us, Hcaven! It ought from Dreams 


we know, | Pac. 1 

© BRITANNIA has receiv'd a deadly Blow þ 
For I in Sleep have ſeen a Cedar tall, b 
Wich preſſing Force upon her Boſom fall. d 1 


When llraiglit, methought, à ſudden Cloud g E 


appear d, 0 
And nought but Sighs and bitter Grows v were . 
heard. + \.i 
The mournful Scene did ſuch Impreſſioas mak, \ 
I tremble ſlill, though perfectly awake. e. F 
A Terrour ſetzes me I can't expreſs; 11 
Oh that the Morning Dawn my Eyes would P. 
bleſs ! 'F 
Clem. Mean while, Dear Pacia, let's prepare our P 
Hearts, 0 
To ſtand the Shock of Fortune“ leeneſl Darts. 
Perhaps the Pow'r Supream, that all Things : 


knows, 
Saw us too weak the coming Stroke t'oppole, 
And thus to meet it does our Minds diſpoſe. 


By Expectation, Bleſſings double grow ; 
But 11's forchzen are ſurely , leſſen d ſo. 


— ö 2 Pacia. 


33 


| Pac. 1 doubt it, Nymph. But ſee the Morning Riſe, 
With lucid Beams adorning all the Skies: 


Whoſe bright Approach the gloomy - Phantoms 
chaſe, 


To give the great reviving T:tan Place. 
But hark! What meiancholy Sounds are theſe? 


ww 


Support me, Heaven, Horror my Soul does ſeize! 

Good Cod, the diſinal Shreiks that pierce my Ear 

Alas, Clemena, now they grow more near. 

L's. Fill'd with confuſed Cries the Palace ſeems; 

:{afte, let us ſee. Oh my foreboding Dreams |! 

Preierve us, Fate! Look yonder, Pacia, where 

The Regent's Nymphs run with diſtracted Air: 

Beating their Breaſts they hurry to and fro | 
Wich all Expreſſions of extreameſt Woe : | 


L tear, yet am reſoly'd the Cauſe to know. 

Come, Pacia, come. Ha, Fair ! What doſt thou 
ail? 

„ I fatnt, Clemena, all my Spirits fail. 

Conſtantia calls, ſhe calls in mournful Tone: | 

hear her call again, I hear her groan, q 


me" ' i 
„ # « 


7. Cls. 


OO ECD ES ET 
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Cle. 'Tis ſhe indeed, with Looks that Grief infuſe : | 
Speak,Nymyh ! Oh ſpeak ! and tell thy heavyNews, : 
Haye-Rebels dar'd the Palace to invade, - 
While Traytors hide, and will afford no Aid? 
Is Gallia's Monarch to his Word unjuſt * 2 | 
Does Belgia prove unworthy of her Truſt? 
Does the great Pow'r above Revenge refrain, 


And not to Atoms cruſh the faithleſs Train? Cle. ( 
Pac. Deareſt Conſtantia, our pain'd Breaſts relieve : 
Oh! quickly ſpeak why thus you ſigh and grieve. 
Con. Rebels! Great God! What W retches are ſo baſe, 
But thoſe that dar d oppoſe the Throne of Grace; pM pac. 
* Such might. But that, no, no, that's not the Caſe, 8 
The Gallian Monarch, ſacred to his Word, 
No more gainſt Britain does unſheath his Sword | 
No, no, by him our Sov'reign is ador'd. Cle. 
And Belgia, bound in humble Gratitude, | 
Bows to Great AN NE, the Pious, Juſt and Goo 
Nor does the Pow'r above forbear to guard 
Britannia, or her Enemies reward. 


aſe : 


News, 


ain, 


eve: 


grieve. 


baſe, 
race ; 
Laſe. 
d, 
ord: 


£3 


No, none of theſe. You have not, cannot gueſs, 
What makes my Sorrows rife to this Exceſi. 
The lovely Regent Nymph, Britannia Hope, 
Galliz's Delight, the Bela Lion Prop, * 
The Glorious 4 N NA, too divinely bright 


For Farch's low Sphere, in Glo6nts of "dlickeſt 
Night, | 19 5 99607 £ 
Has lefe the World, to Sites Throndof Light 


Cle. Conſtamla, name it not !'-You, ſure, miſtake : 


A Thought fo fad the firmeſt Soul muſt ſhake. ** 
Repeat it not, leſt I to Marble turn: | 
A Lok fs great none cer enough cin mount. OM 


Pac. Where is thy Reafon now, Clemens 7 Where 


Thy Refolution, too preſiiming/ Fair? q As 
Againſt this Blow, Where is thy Fence or Shield? 
No, thy unguarded Heart does wounded yield. 
Cle. I bow]; not will I boaſt of Courage more: 
In Sorrow's Sea I fink, and fad nd Shore. 
Deareſt Conſtantia, now thy Skill exert, 
Io calm the Storm that rends my tortur d Heart. 


Your 


Con. 


Where we, from Noiſe and Tumult ſeparate, 


Pac. 


Cen. 
In Death's Embraces does the Regent ſhew. 


No Cloud can ſhade your Reaſon'spiercing Shine. 


Oa moſſy Beds we'll lie, our fatal Doom 
Ihere to lament beneath the diſmal 3 | 


Your ſieady Soul is of a Make Divine; 
Wiſdom in you does with Compaſſion, join: 0 


Come, deareſt N Iymphs, firſt hence let us remove ; Cl 
I'll lead you, Fairs, to yonder Cypreſs Grove; 


May mourn together this Surprize ol. Fate. 
"Tis well propos'd, Conſtantia, there we may 


To juſteſt Grief devote this dreadful. Day. 
A Day, whoſe Morning; Oh diſtracting View . 


The pale-fac'd Serjeant, miſſion d from above, | 


Wich haſty Steps, and eager.Pace did move. . 
Nor to the Royal Fair by ſlow Degrees 


Approach d, but did at once the Lovely ſeize; 
Who unappall d her beauteous Soul reſign d 
To the Almighty Ruler of Mankind z. 


ove ; Cle. 


w# 


[9] 


Whoſe ſhining Guard of Seraphs waited nigh, 
With Choirs of Cherubs, that melodiouſly 
Bare her to Plains of Immortality, 

Bleſs'd Thought! for Laurel Wreaths and Olives 


now, 

A Starry Diadem adorns her Brow. 

A Robe of Glory her bright Form does grace, 
While Beams of Luſtre iſſue from her Face. 

But here again afreſh my Sorrows flow ; 

And how you ſaw her parting I would know. 
The Virgin Fairs that did her Favour ſhare, Y' 
That had the Bliſs of her maternal Care, 

This fatal, ſudden Change, how did they bear ? 
The Noble Dames that fill'd her Royal Train, 
How did they this ſurprizing Sight ſuſtain ? 
Britannia's Gods, the Guardians of her Throne, 
How did they look their breathleſs Soy reign on? 
What Actions did the wild Plebeians uſe, 


"When to their Ears arriv'd the diſmal News? 


"on. By this Demand, what does Clemena mean? 


ole 


Why would you hear again the moutoful Scene? 


We Alas! 


„* 
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Cle. 


10 


Alas! too curious Nymph, I can't expreſs 

Our ſad Concern, our Sorrows fierce Exceſs. | 
The Virgin Fairs at this heart-ſtriking Sightg 
Shreik'd as ſurprized with the World's laſt Night. 
Around her ftood, with Hands and Eyes uprais'd, 


The Noble Dames, aſtoniſh'd and amaz'd ; 


And hopelaſs of the Royal Fair's Return, 

All unconſord, her lifeleſs Body mourn. 
Britannia's Nobles, who our God's are here, 
Whoſe Aſpetts ſtrike a Rev'rence ev'ry where, 
At this ſad Change like Statues fix'd appear. 

And wheu, for ſoon the killing News was ſpread, 
That ANNA, Royal, Glorious ANNE was dead, 
Pale with Concern the trembling People grew, 
Crying out, forbid, Great God, it ſhould be true! 
At laſt aflur'd, their Moans no Meaſure keep; 
Each Eye whole Deluges of Tears does weep. 
Forgive me, Fairs, no further III proceed: 
Why ſhould we thus our Sorrows Paſſion feed ? 
Nay rather, graveſt Nymph, why ſhould not we 
Indulge our Grief unto a fierce Degree? 


Pac. Proportion d to our Loſs our Sighs ſhall be. 


Alas ! 


F 21 J 
Alaſs! they will not, cannot be confin'd, 
When we lament the Glory of her Kind. 
Cle. A QU EE N who did in ev'ry Grace excel; 
Whoſe Goodneſs never knew a Paralel. 
Pac. Whoſe Aſpect, full of luſtrous Majeſty, 
Imprinted Awe and Love in ev'ry Eye. 
Juſtice and Mercy ſhe the Pillars made, 
| Whereon her high Imperial Seat was ſtaid. 
In War (though not her Choice) ſhe did rely 
On Heaven's Aid, who gave her Victory. 
Cle. And when ſhe ſaw her conqu'ring Armies come, 


With Forcign Spoils, and Glorious Laurels home, 


She to the World's great Sov'reign gave the Praiſe, 
And on his Altar offer d up her Bays. 


Pac. This done, hen with ſubmiſſive Mein and Air, 


Europa s Monarchs did addreſs the Fair, 

She gave them Peace, the Bleſſing they implor'd, 
And to BRITANNIA Joy and Reſt reftor'd. 
Epitome of Heaven, Earth's higheſt Boaſt ; 
The Joy and Praiſe of the Celeſtial Holt. 


Cz bn. 


[v2 ! 
Con. True, Nymphs, no Age a purer Saint did know, 
Nor Hiſtory a QUEEN fo perfect ſhow. 

Pac. Where's now the Fair, or when in Ages paſt, 
Was ſeen a Wife ſo kind, ſo ſtrictly chaſt. 
A Virtue clear as hers, who eber polleſt ? 
Embodied Angels brighter ne'er expreſt. 

Cle. In vain Death ſtrove the Royal Pair to part; 
She kept her Princely Conſort in her Heart. 


Con. No Time from thence his Image could erace; 


Nor would the Fair a Second Spouſe embrace. 


Pac. The Grave could not from him her Love divide, 


A while the did ſurvive, now by his Side, 
Undreſt by Death lies down the faithful Bride. 
Cle. There leave the ſpotleſs Doves in Earth's cold Bed; 
Con. Rejoin'd by Fatg, no Parting more they dread. 
Pac. Peace to their happy Shades! Let all retreat, 
While extaſy' d in Joys Divine they mect. 
Cle. Now in ſuperiour Orbs their Spirits move; 
Bright Miracles of Chaſtity and Love. 
Con. Nq more the Godlike Fair theſe Plains will grace: 


Pac. No more ſhall we behold her lovely Face: 8 
e. 


Cle. 
Con. 
Pac. 


Cle. 


Con. 


Pac. 


Con. 


[13] 
Cle. No more her tender Accents ever hear, 


Con. Which ud ſo oft” our gladded Hearts to chear. 


Pac. For ever gone! Oh how the Thought does 
wound ! 


Neer to return! There's Torture in the Sound, 


Cle. Pacia, tis Fate's Decree ; let's bow to Fate, 


Who's rais'd her to an ever Glorious State. 
In fruitleſs Mones why waſt we thus our Breath? 
Or vainly thus exclaim againſt pale Death * x 
Rather to riſing Ages let's declare 
The Graces of the moſt rranſcending Fair. 
Con. But who's ſufficient for a Task ſo high? 
Our Female Wings ſuch Heights can never flie. 
The Theme ſo lofty, Subject ſo divine, | 
To learnedſt Bards the Work we muſt rehgn. 
Pac. They'll draw her Image tor Poſterity, 
In pureſt Colours that will never die. | 
Con. To them the weighty Charge we recommend, 
While coming Worlds the Pourtrait do attend, 


7 


Inſpir'd 


. 


— — eoonomaey <= 
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Infpird by which, Monarchs unborn may prove 
Their Ages Pattern, and their Peoples Love : 

Their Kingdoms Glory, and the Church's Prop ; 
Their Neighbours Happineſs, Delight and Hope. 


Cle. Then do thou guide their Quills, Oh Power 
Supream, 


And on their Undertakings brightly beam. 
Pac, But we wha did the mighty Bleſſing ſhare, 
Of being ever near the Royal Fair ; 
Who, than ten Thouſand Fairs more fortunate, 
Were honour d on th Impet ial Dame to wait; 
Con. Whom ſhe did by her bleſt Example guide ; 
Who by her Dome did conſtantly reſide; 
9 view ' d with what Delight and Love each 
y | 
She to the Temple ſmiling led the Way, 
Her Homage to the Deity to pay. 
| Whoſti!l beheld her with well pleaſed Eyes, 
Her Life in Acu of Gooduels exerciſe. 


Cle. 


Cie. 


ove 


ower 


2 


Cle. 


[15-4 


Cie. We who in her have loſt all that was dear, 
Pac. All that to us was bright and pleaſant here 


How can we her eternal Abſence bear? 


Con. Sad Word ! Pacia, again repeat it not ; 


Cie. 


By us ſhe cannot, ne'er will be forgot. 
Far hence to gloomy Grots we will retire, 
And there in pious Sighs our Souls aſpire. 


There we'll the Saints Idea contemplate, | 
Till form'd thereby fit for a happy State, 5 


Our willing Souls we'll yield to ready Fate. 
While ſpotleſs Angels, ſinging Sacred Strains, 
Shall wing us to thoſe ever ſpringing Plains, 


Where ANNA, Glorious, Great, Immortal 
ANNA reigns. 


* 


* 


